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Nothing To Say 


Stone was cold and shivered from the wind and rain that had soaked him during the ten-minute walk from the 
store back to his place. The forecast had said no rain before midnight. Wrong, as usual, since it was pouring 


outside and it was not even 4 o' clock. Then again, it was Seattle, so he should have known better. 
When he arrived at his apartment, there was a package in front of his door with an envelope on top. 


He wondered for a split second what it was but decided to check it afterwards. He picked it up and hurried 
back inside, dropping the bags of groceries and the package on his kitchen table. First he wanted to get out of 
his wet clothes and run a towel through his dripping hair. 


When he was dry and changed, he went back to his living room and looked at the envelope that was taped on 
top of the mystery package. 


As he opened the envelope, it dawned on him that this must have been for the secret Halloween costume 
exchange. Andy and Chris were organizing a costume party at their place this year and Andy had had this 
bright idea to make them all play Secret Santa but for Halloween. So everyone's name got dropped into one of 


Andy's improbably big hats and they each picked a piece of paper on which there was the name of the person 


they had to find a costume for. Stone had picked Jeff. That was easy. He hadn't found any costume idea yet 
for the bassist but now that he was reminded about it, the party was in a week from now so he should 


probably get to think of something for his friend. 
There was a little card inside the envelope. Stone looked at it. It was manuscript. 


Looking forward fo seeing you wearing this, Stone, 


Happy Halloween, 
Chris C 


Up to now, the guitarist didn't know who had picked his name for the costume exchange. He was secretly 
hoping it was Jeff because at least Jeff wouldn't make him wear crazy or goofy things since the bassist would 


know that Stone would give him a hard time for it over the next six months if he tried anything too creative. 


Now he knew that Chris had picked his name. That was awkward. He wasn't sure why but he was a little 
intimidated by Chris. They were friends and they were getting along very well and all that but somehow, there 
had always been something about Chris that made Stone want to stay away from him and at the same time 
made him want to stick around. 


Also, they were friends but actually Stone didn't know Chris that well, apart for the fact that even if was a 
notorious womanizer, he reportedly also liked guys. That and the fact that he had a provocative and sometimes 


dark sense of humor. 


Going back to the party and invitation, however, Stone had no clue what costume idea the singer would have 


picked for him. That was quite unnerving. 

Stone took a deep breath and picked up the package again He was dreading to discover what it was but he was 
quite curious too, so he ripped open the brown paper wrapping and looked at what he had received. At first, he 
wasn't sure what it was because it was very neatly folded but as soon as he unfolded the white garment, 
there was no doubt what it was. 


"You gotta be kidding me," Stone said to himself shaking his head in disbelief. 


He didn't think twice and moved over to his couch in order to pick up the phone and call Chris. It only rang 
once before the singer answered. 


"Hi, Chris. Its Stone." 
"Hey, my friend.. | guess you've seen the package | left for you if you're calling me." 


"Impressive. You're such a mind-reader." 


"You like it?," Chris asked, trying his best not to chuckle. 

"No way l'm wearing this," Stone told him. 

"Come on.. Its a Halloween party. Everyone will wear a costume." 

Its not a costume. It's a straitjacket." 

"You're not crazy, are you? So it's just a costume," Chris teased him. 

"No." 

‘Its gonna be fun.. Please, Stone," Chris pleaded in his best sultry voice. 

"Why would I..? Where did you even get this idea?," Stone asked while contemplating the piece of clothing. 

‘| have a vivid imagination" 

"It looks used." 

"That's because its a real one. Got it second-hand," the singer added with a clear hint of pride in his voice. 
"Where do you even buy second-hand straitjackets?," Stone asked bewildered. 

"| know people,” Chris snickered. 

Stone thought at this point he didn't want to know what kind of people were into the second-hand market for 
straitjackets. He would just try not to think what this jacket had seen or who it had restrained before for real 
if he had to wear it. That was kind of creeping him out. 

“Anyway... Your brilliant costume plan has a major failure," the guitarist said. 

"And what would that be?" 

| can't put this on. Being what it is, | cannot put it on and tie it since my hands and arms will be restrained.” 


Stone was very proud of himself for having found the weak spot in Chris‘ plan, which, in his sane logical mind, 


should have led the singer to drop the idea altogether and send him another costume. 


"Don't be silly, | knew that. Get Jeff or Mike to dress you. You can't drive either, so someone will have to pick 
you up and give you a ride to the party." 


The guitarist was livid when he realized that Chris had thought about this all along and had found absolutely 


nothing strange or wrong with that. 
‘lm not happy," Stone concluded. 
"You'll have fun, | promise." 


"Yeah, right." 


"See you next week," Chris said before hanging up. 


Worse Dreams 


The following week, Jeff was picking up Stone at his place to go to the party. 


"You're not dressed?," Jeff asked as he walked in and saw Stone wearing a plain grey t-shirt and tight bleached 


jeans. 

"My costume requires assistance." 

"What do you think of mine?" 

Stone looked at his best friend colorfully dressed up as a 60's hippie. 


"Perfect. You look like your father in the pictures you once showed me of him. That's what got me inspired,’ 


Stone answered. 

"l'Il take it as a compliment," Jeff said. "So what are you wearing?" 

Stone didn't reply and handed the straitjacket to the bassist who looked a tad surprised. 

"Huh... What the hell?" 

"Don't ask. It was Chris’ idea," Stone replied. 

Jeff was still holding the garment and trying to figure out why Chris would have picked that as a costume for 
Stone but he could see that the guitarist was not in the mood to comment on that so he decided to drop the 
subject for now. There'll be plenty of opportunities to ask about that when they'd be drunk at the party. 
"Alright," Jeff said. "So how do we put that stuff on?" 

"Arms first, obviously," Stone said as he extended his arms to slide them into the jacket. 


"You gonna keep your t-shirt under this? You'll be too warm. Take it off" 


| can't believe I'm doing this," Stone said to himself as he took off his t-shirt and threw it across the room, 


towards the couch. 


The guitarist proceeded to slide his arms into the jacket which was closing with a covered zip at the back and 
several vertical buckled straps which Jeff had to attach separately. The arms were crossing in the front and 
then the rest of the sleeves' material were supposed to be wrapped around and tied behind his back before 
being secured with a final strap. It took Jeff a moment to figure out how to wrap, tie and attach the whole 
thing but once it was done, it did look like it was supposed to. 


"Do | look as ridiculous as | feel?," Stone asked. 
"You look insanely good," Jeff answered trying not to laugh. 


The guitarist had major doubts about that statement. At this point, he was wondering why he even agreed to 
go along with this in the first place. 


"It looks like a real one, jokes apart," Jeff commented as he looked more closely at what his best friend was 


trapped into. 

"Guess what? It is a real one," Stone retorted. 

Oh... | wonder what kind of crazy people have been wearing it," the bassist mused. 

"Don't even make me think about it, thank you." 

"Did it come with matching pants?" 

"Shut up, Jeff. Let's go." 

About twenty minutes later, Jeff and Stone arrived at Chris and Andy's place. There were already quite a lot 
of people at the party, most of them dressed up and not immediately recognizable. The pair made their way 

through the crowded place and looked for some familiar faces. Jeff told Stone he was going to check the bar 
area in the kitchen. Stone was by himself and looking around for a familiar face. Before he could manage to 


spot anyone, one of the party hosts approached to greet him. 


"Good evening, Stone," Chris said as he walked towards his friend, unable to hide the big grin on his face at the 
sight of the guitarist. 


"Hi, Chris. Happy?," the guitarist asked right away. 


"You look good, really good," the singer told him while he admired the outfit he had so carefully chosen for 


him. 
Chris walked around the guitarist to see how the straitjacket looked from the back. 
"You wear it well." 


"Is a flattering shape, right? Anyway.. | can't even have a drink Did you think about that too?," Stone 


complained. 


"No, not at the time | picked the costume, but since you're not able to go pee either, its probably better if 


you don't drink," Chris chuckled. 

"That's not funny. I'm not going to spend the evening dressed like this and sober. 
"rll get you something. Stay here." 

Chris quickly came back with a fresh bottle of Heineken 

"Thanks but where is the straw?,” Stone asked. 

"You're not drinking beer with a straw. Open your mouth, I'll hold it," Chris said. 
Stone was too suspicious to comply. 

"Oh, yeah? And you gonna choke me or spill it all over me?," the guitarist said. 


"No, I'm not. Relax, Stone. Look, everyone is dressed-up with silly costumes. Why don't you just enjoy the 
evening?" 


Stone rolled his eyes and moved closer signaling he wanted to drink He opened his mouth and Chris put the 
bottle against his lips, tilting it a little and taking it away after the guitarist had swallowed a couple of times. 


"So you're going to have to attend to my drinking needs the whole evening," Stone said. 

"| don't mind," the singer answered. "I'm actually ready to attend to any of your needs tonight," Chris added. 
"Lucky me," the guitarist sighed. 

Stone shook his head and walked away to go find Jeff and Andy. It was bad enough he couldn't hold his own 


glass or bottle and sip on it like a normal person. If on top of that Chris was pretending to hit on him, the 


evening would prove to be very, very long. 


Pretty Noose 


"Is it some kind of strange private joke between Chis and you we don't know about?,” Andy asked. 


"I think it's a private joke between Chris and himself, | have no part in this," Stone replied dryly, sitting down 
next to Jeff by the coffee table. 


"But you put the thing on You could have looked for another costume to wear," Jeff commented. 


"Yeah, maybe insanity is actually creeping up on me," the guitarist said. "Can | have a drink?" he asked Jeff to 


try to change the conversation subject. 
"Huh... Sure. What do | get you?" 
"Hard liquor. | need to get buzzed fast to make it tolerable," Stone answered. 


An hour or so later, Stone was starting to feel the effects of the tequila shots he had downed earlier with 
the help of Jeff. He was wandering around Andy and Chris‘ apartment, enjoying the fuzzy warm feeling of 
intoxication that was coursing through his body and that made him feel like he was floating around. He couldn't 
find back Jeff and Bruce, he couldn't jam with the others since his hands were not free and Andy was way too 
busy with his girlfriend to be entertaining at this point. At least the music at the party was good but it was 
loud. Okay, so alcohol was definitely catching up with him a little. He would usually drink beer, not tequila, and 
he wouldn't usually drink that much and that fast on an empty stomach. 


Stone walked out of the main room and climbed up the stairs a little unsteadily. He knew the place very well 
for having spent countless afternoons and evenings here in the last six months, hanging out with Andy. The 
guitarist was thinking he could maybe find shelter upstairs in Andy's bedroom for a moment, away from the 
rest of the party crowd. His bandmate wouldn't mind. 


"Trying to escape?" 


Stone heard a familiar voice talking to him. He turned and saw Chris behind him almost at the top of the 


stairs. 
"Kinda. But | won't go far, will 1?" 
"Probably not. Too noisy for you downstairs?" 


"A little bit.. Taking a break from the party." 


"You're drunk. Don't fall, you could hurt yourself." 


Stone shrugged and absent-mindedly looked across the corridor. 


"Let's go sit and chat. | know a quiet place up here," Chris said while grabbing Stone by the shoulders and 


walking him to his bedroom. 


Stone had probably seen his room before but he didn't remember. He would normally stick to Andy's quarters 


or the living room. 

"Can | get a sip?,” Stone asked pointing his head in the direction of the beer that Chris was holding. 
"Don't think so. You're drunk enough. How many did you have?" 

"Haven't had any beer. Tequila," Stone smiled. 

Chris' eyes widened. 


"Oh, shit. Then surely no beer for you. You're gonna be sick tomorrow, sit down," Chris told the guitarist as he 
pushed him down on the side of his bed to make sure he wouldn't fall. 


"Am not a baby, Chris." 
lm older than you so | know better. And | also happen to know you're not a heavy drinker.” 


Stone cursed under his breath at the reply and let himself fall on the bed. Chris put his beer on the floor and 


joined him. 


"Why are you not dressed up as anything, by the way?," Stone asked, only noticing now that Chris wasn't 


wearing any costume, mask or make-up. 

"l am. The secret Santa costume idea | was given was ‘a werewolf not on full moon nights'." 

The guitarist raised an eyebrow at the dubious excuse for wearing normal clothes. 

"Who was that cheap that they didn't even get you a costume and came up with that lame idea?" 

"That'd be your best friend Jeff” 

Of course, it was, Stone thought to himself! If only Jeff had picked his name, he wouldn't be wearing anything 
stupid, impractical and embarrassing like he was now. Sure, there was no point dwelling on that at this point 
but.. Stone's brain started to be too foggy with alcohol to really care in any event. At least here there weren't 


people asking him every five minutes who got this great idea for his costume and where he got it and 


whatever. 


Stone started to feel a bit chattier and turned his head to the side to look at Chris who was sitting on the 
edge of the bed. 


"So are you gonna tell me why you wanted me to wear this?,” the guitarist asked while he was still lying on 


the bed. "Where did you get this idea?" 

"A fantasy, of course.” 

"Whal?," Stone said 

‘Knowing you'd be at the mercy of anything | might want to do with you.. | like that! 
"Jeez.. You're way drunker than me," Stone replied laughing. 


"Nah, I'm not drunk. Can | ask you something too? Why did you agree to wear it? You didn't want to and you 
didn't have to." 


"You know.. It's like a challenge situation, right? Like you dared me to wear it, even if you didn't say it like that, 


so.. | didn't chicken out. I'm wearing your stupid costume. | win" 
"You win? Just that?" Chris asked. 
"Yeah, what else?," Stone replied without thinking. 


Chris realized he had been too subtle so far. That probably explained why the guitarist was still so clueless 


about his intentions. He had to shift gear and make it a tad more obvious, especially with a drunken Stone. 


Mood for Trouble 


The singer leaned back a little, resting on one arm next to Stone who was staring dreamily at the ceiling. Chris 
pushed away a strand of hair that had fallen across Stone's face and then let his fingers trail along the 
guitarists jawline and neck, not able to go much further down due to the high collar of the straitjacket. 


"You look so good like this," Chris said. 


Stone didn't reply anything but he turned his face in Chris' direction There was something in the singer's tone 
that sounded unusual. 


"Shit, Stone.. The things | could do to you right now..," Chris sighed, continuing to run his fingers in Stone's hair. 
"I have to admit | never thought you'd wear it. It's been a big fantasy of mine for a long time so when you 
showed up tonight dressed like this... I've had a hard time keeping my eyes and my hands off you the whole 


evening." 

Stone's mental activity was slowed down by the amount of tequila he had been drinking but what Chris had 
just said made his brain come to an almost complete standstill, even if only briefly. He finally realized that 
Chris was serious. He was coming onto him. This wasn't a game or a moment of drunk stupidity, and Stone 
suddenly recalled that Chris was bi, so yeah, maybe now this all made sense, somehow. Not that it made Stone 


feel any better, on the contrary. The guitarist didn't know what to say but his expression must have betrayed 
him and the fact that he had finally got the message. 


"You never noticed?," the singer asked when he saw that Stone had finally caught his drift. 


"No, obviously," the guitarist answered, now hardly able to hide his blushing cheeks. "If | had known, |... | don't 
know, Chris. Shit, I'm drunk. Couldn't you pick another time to tell me?" 


"You're upset?" 


‘Chris. Undo this," Stone said nodding down to indicate he was referring to the jacket. "My arms and shoulders 
feel numb, it's uncomfortable.. And l'm hot." 


Chris chuckled at the last point. 

"| agree, you're hot" 

"| mean temperature-wise," Stone hissed 

Chris let his hand travel across the guitarists body, brushing against the rough texture of the restraining 


garment. Stone felt a weirdly warm sensation in his stomach and he wasn't sure how much of that feeling was 


from embarrassment or from some twisted physical reaction he was having from the helpless situation he 


was in. 
"Let me touch you," Chris said. "Then I'll help you take it off" 


"Touch me? What do you mean? You're touching me already," Stone said while glancing at Chris’ hand which 


was still lingering on his stomach. 

"| mean.. Touching you..," Chris said with a lower voice while his hand slid from Stone's stomach to his crotch. 
Stone swallowed with difficulty, wondering if all this was actually happening. Despite the alcohol and the 
uneasiness of the moment, to his complete surprise, the guitarist felt himself hardening. He wasn't looking at 
Chris anymore. His eyes had followed Chris' hand and as he hadn't said anything yet, Chris took it as a tacit 
approval to continue what he had started. He scooted right against the guitarist and moved his palm a little, 
gently squeezing and rubbing the guitarist 

Stone couldn't bear to watch anymore and threw his head back on the bed, turning it away from Chris. 


“Stone... Tell me its ok, tell me you don't want me to stop," Chris whispered against Stone's ear. 


"Chris, l.. | don't.. It's.. Weird," Stone said, fighting off the urge to give in to the undeniably enjoyable sensation 
that was coursing through his body as Chris was caressing him. 


‘Its gonna be really good.. Just like when you jack off but way better..." 
Of course Chris would say that. The guy was definitely overly confident, the guitarist thought. 
| can take care of myself for that kind of thing, | don't need you," Stone answered. 


"Let me do this... | wanna hear you say my name when you come... | wanna hear you moan because of me..." 


Chris cooed. "Look at me, Stone." 


The guitarist shook his head, stubbornly refusing to turn his face in the singer's direction and give him the 
satisfaction to see how flustered he was. Chris didn't give up so easily though and resorted to squeeze him in- 
between the legs much more firmly. Sure enough, Stone couldn't refrain from letting out a strangled groan and 


eventually turned his face towards the singer, his eyes locking with Chris’. 

"See? I'm sure you gonna love it," Chris said as he continued to stare into the guitarist’s eyes. 

All of a sudden, it was as if there was no party downstairs. There were still muffled sounds coming from 
behind the door but Stone didn't really hear them anymore. All he heard was the sound of his jeans’ zipper 


being pulled down He hadn't even noticed that Chris had undone his belt and jeans button 


Chris stopped what he was doing and stood up to go lock his bedroom door. As he returned to the bed and sat 


at the bottom of it, he undid Stone's shoelaces and took off his shoes, then he pushed the guitarist's jeans 


down and removed them completely. Stone didn't know what to say or do. 


Stone wasn't sure what to think anymore either and even if he knew what to think he wasn't sure he could 
still think. He was too surprised by the way his body was reacting to Chris' touch. He couldn't tell the singer 
he didn't want any of this. He was getting pretty hard, that was impossible to disguise now that Chris was 


looking at him wearing only his underwear. 


The singer's hand ran up Stone's thigh. He paused for an instant, waiting to get some kind of acknowledgment 
from Stone that this was fine and he could continue. 


Instead of an approval or a push back, Stone tilted his head to one side and pouted, as if he was the one 
waiting for something now. And when the guitarist finally broke the silence, it was not what Chris was 


expecting to hear. 


"You're not even gonna kiss me before?,” Stone asked out of nowhere. 


Loud Love 


Chris was a little taken aback by Stone's question and sudden change of attitude. 
"Kiss you?," Chris repeated in disbelief. 
"Yeah, like.. Kind of a foreplay thing, you know? Or you just want my dick? That's it?" 


The singer smiled at what Stone just said. Yes, to be honest, he mainly wanted his dick. Now, if he could get 
anything else, sure, why not. 


Chris had to applaud the bravado of Stone because he clearly was in no position to actually do anything or 
even walk away, yet he seemed to want to bargain and dictate his terms. Of course, the guitarist probably 
knew that Chris wouldn't force him to do anything and somehow he might have taken this to his advantage, 
reversing the initial power play in his favor. The singer didn't mind that much. A feisty Stone was even hotter, 
he thought. 

"No, | mean.. | didn't think you'd let me do anything more... intimate," Chris answered. 

"What's in it for me otherwise?," Stone asked very matter-of-factly. 

Chris refrained from bursting into laughter. 

"You're kidding me, right? I'm going to give you a hand job. It's all about youl," Chris exclaimed. 

"You want to give me a hand job so it's still for your pleasure. Besides, you didn't even ask me what | want." 
Chris rolled his eyes at the guitarists comment. 

"Alright, sorry. What do you want then?" 

Stone gave him that highly effective unimpressed look he could give anyone and freeze them on the spot. 

"If you're asking like that, frankly | don't feel very much in the mood for anything.” 

Chris was about to lose it when he realized that Stone was likely toying with him since a few minutes. The 
guitarist was still stuck in his jacket and not happy about it. Chris was the one wanting something from Stone, 
so Stone was playing with him to get what he wanted too. At the same time, the guitarist had forgotten one 
little detail. He couldn't pretend he didn't care or want anything. His body was betraying him and that was at 


least good news for the singer. Chris closed his eyes for a short while and counted up to three, because up to 


ten would have taken too long, to try to calm down a bit and get back into the mood to play along. 


"Ok, Stone... Come here," Chris said as he pulled the guitarist close to him and leaned over to kiss him. A slow 
but strong and deep kiss like he meant it. Stone let him do and even returned the kiss eagerly. Since it seems 
that Stone was enjoying this, Chris rolled on top of him. 


"Is that better?," Chris asked softly, putting on his most seductive tone. 
Stone looked up at him. 
"Not bad.. For a guy," Stone answered. 


Chris simply snorted at the reply that was just made to tease him some more. Right; way better than ‘not 
bad' but he wouldn't argue. Instead, he kissed Stone again and while he was kissing the guitarist, his hands 
moved down to Stone's hips and they started to tug at his underwear. Stone suddenly turned his head away, 
breaking the kiss. 


"No... No, no, no.. Not unless you take this frigging straitjacket off me," Stone said. 


The singer paused for an instant. It was too bad he would have to let Stone out of his fantasy outfit, sure, 
but that was Stone's condition to let him continue with his plan. Without the jacket, the guitarist's hands would 
be free and they could perhaps get busy doing nice things to him too. The singer didn't need to think twice 
about that and decided to be accommodating. 


"Okay... Roll over, sexy thing," Chris instructed while he moved away from the guitarist. 
"Don't give me pet names," Stone retorted before complying and rolling over on his stomach. 


The singer started working on untying the various ties and buckles that were keeping Stone's arms prisoner. 
When the final back zip was pulled down, he pushed the sides open and helped Stone uncross his arms in the 
front. The guitarist barely had time to remove the piece of clothing completely and stretch his arms before 
Chris pushed him on the bed again, placing a strong hand over one of Stone's shoulder blades to ensure the 


guitarist wouldn't get up or turn around. 


Stone's back was glistening with sweat. He hadn't lied when he had said he was too hot. Chris liked what he saw 
and lowered his face closer to Stone's back, licking his way up his spine from the small of his back to his nape, 
savoring the salty taste of Stone's skin. Chris pushed Stone's hair to one side and gave a few more licks and 


nibbles at the back of his head where the hair started to grow. The guitarist tried hard to stay quiet but he 
let a small whimper escape when he felt Chris teeth gently bite him. 


The singer didn't want to waste any more time so he began to push down Stone's underwear, uncovering the 


guitarists cute little ass. 


Stone didn't protest this time and when Chris was done removing his underwear, he turned around and stared 


at Chris with a slight smirk. The singer let his gaze travel down Stone's body, stopping at the guitarist's 


erection. Chris’ right hand slowly glided down across Stone's flat stomach till it reached his cock. 

Stone bit his bottom lip to contain a moan. The singer noticed. 

"Don't... | wanna hear you," Chris told Stone. "| wanna hear you beg for me, for more...” 

‘lm not going to beg you," Stone said with a slightly shaky voice. 

Chris started to smear the leaking pre-cum with his fingers and pump him slowly. 

"ll make you," Chris grinned, rubbing his thumb back and forth with more pressure on the tip of Stone's cock. 


"You don't even know what | li.. Oh, Jeezl," Stone gasped as Chris’ skillful fingers started to work seriously on 
him. 


"You were saying?," the singer asked with a smug look on his face. 

"Shut up," the guitarist huffed. 

"Such a proud little brat. Come on, admit it.. You're loving this," Chris purred next to Stone's ear. 

"Really, Chris.. Stop talking." 

Earlier on, he wasn't sure Stone would actually let him do anything but now, it was quite clear that Stone was 
up for it and even if fucking the guitarist was probably not on the agenda for tonight, Stone didn't seem to 
mind anything else. So if the guitarist wanted him to stop talking, he could definitely think of something better 


to do with his mouth. 


He smiled to himself as he moved down on the bed and kneeled in-between Stone's legs. 


Big Dumb Sex 
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The guitarist's eyes followed Christ movements and grew wider as he realized that Chris was about to go down 
on him. Stone felt his face flush at the prospect of having Chris giving him head. He felt the hands of the 
singer grabbing his hips and pushing him firmly into the mattress, Chris' long curly hair caressing the inner 
parts of his thighs as he spread his legs and, an instant later, the warmth and softness of the singer's mouth 


sliding down his cock. 
"Oh, shit..." Stone moaned. 


Obviously Chris knew what he was doing and it seemed that the more Stone was trying to deny he enjoyed it, 
the more pleasure he actually felt. 


The guitarist had no idea how long Chris had been sucking him but it seemed way too soon to come. 
Unfortunately, he couldn't hold on much longer and his accelerated breathing was giving him away. Chris 
noticed Stone's legs and body tense up. A second later the guitarist arched his back. Chris was attentive and 
he didn't want this to end yet either. He slowed down what his mouth and tongue were doing to prevent Stone 
from coming too fast. He lifted his head up in order to admire how the guitarist looked right this moment, 
disheveled and helpless, just on the verge of his climax. 


"Don't... Don't stop..." Stone panted. "Am almost there." 


The singer couldn't get enough of watching Stone so flustered and aroused and he wasn't ready to indulge him 


yet. 
"Say please," Chris whispered with a wicked smile. 
"Fuck you." 


"Nah, won't work this way. Try again," the singer said before licking Stone's cock but stopping just before his 
tongue reached the tip. 


"Damn! | hate you..,” Stone replied, tearing his hair out. 


The guitarist threw his head back on the bed and tried to move away but Chris’ grip on his hips was holding 


him in place. 


The singer gave Stone another short lick on the underside of his cock, as a tacit encouragement for the 


guitarist to give in. 


Stone shuddered at the contact which was too brief. Chris was doing it on purpose, he knew it, but damn, it 
felt so good when Chris was sucking him. 


"Please... Chris..." the guitarist finally let out. 


The singer grinned at him, satisfied to hear what he had been longing for. He loosened his grip a little and took 
him back in his mouth greedily. From then onwards, it didn't take very long for Chris to get Stone right back 
where he was and soon after that have him explode in his mouth. The guitarist tried to stay silent but a 
throaty moan escaped him when he came, followed by a few softer mewling sounds caused by the prolonged 


pleasure he got as Chris was licking him clean. 


The guitarist opened his eyes, not fully aware of how long he had kept them closed. His breathing was starting 
to slow back to normal. He glanced down and saw Chris staring back at him while he wiped on his forearm any 


leftover cum traces from his chin. Classy, Stone said to himself. 


Chris climbed up on the bed, lying more comfortably on his back next to Stone. The whole thing was maybe 
becoming awkward now. Sure, it had been awkward before as well, but truthfully once Chris had started to 
touch him, the guitarist hadn't really been able to think straight and when Chris' mouth had landed on him, any 
last ounces of rationality had left him. The singer didn't look embarrassed by the situation and broke the 


silence. 


"Fuck, Stone, that was so hot seeing you like this..." Chris said dreamily while his hands moved down to his own 


belt. 


The guitarist didn't want to doze off but his mind and body were swimming into a haze of alcohol and post- 
orgasm bliss. He was brought back to reality when he heard the recognizable sounds of a belt buckle and a 


zipper. 


Chris lifted his hips a tad to push down his own shorts. His hands reached the elastic band of his boxers. He 
swiftly pushed that last obstacle out of the way, allowing his right hand to free his aching cock. The singer 
licked the palm of his hand and exhaled loudly as he grabbed and slowly tugged on his own erection, resisting 
the temptation to pump himself hard and fast too soon. He was way too horny from what had just happened 
with Stone but he also wanted to take advantage of it. When would he have another opportunity to jerk off 
next to him, after having blown him and made him beg not to stop? 


When Stone turned his head, he saw Chris lying next to him, eyes closed and lips slightly parted. His eyes 


traveled down and stopped where the singer's hand was moving up and down, in sync with his heavy breathing. 


Chris was a handsome guy. Stone had no clue why Chris seemed attracted to him, but it was easy for him to 


see why anyone, male and female and anything in-between, would be attracted to Chris. 


Stone didn't know why but he needed to touch him now. The guitarist shifted a little to his side and moved his 
right arm down, pushing away Chris' hand and replacing it with his. The singer's eyes snapped open when he 
felt Stone's fingers replacing his own and gliding down his rock hard cock. 


"Oh, yeah..." Chris managed to say before abandoning any further idea of uttering anything coherent. 

It went too fast. Chris tried to resist but the guitarists hand was stroking him too well. The singer opened his 
eyes when he felt his orgasm approaching. He looked at Stone who was leaning down towards him. Chris licked 
his lips. His hand snaked around Stone's neck and pulled him down for a feverish kiss. Just as the singer let go 


of Stone's lips to catch his breath, Chris' whole body went rigid. 


"Fuck, Stonel," the singer grunted right against the guitarists mouth as he came all over his stomach and 
Stone's hand. 


The guitarist continued to move his fingers, pumping just a little more slowly till Chris pushed his hand away 
as he couldn't stand it anymore. 


"Look at the mess you made me do," Chris sighed as he looked down at himself. 
"You gonna complain now?," Stone asked him. 

Chris laughed. 

"You're quite something, Gossard, you know that?," the singer told him. 


The guitarist rolled away from Chris and picked up one of the t-shirts that was lying on the floor to wipe his 
hand. 


Soon after that, Stone looked for his clothes to get dressed He had put his pants and shoes back on. He picked 
up the straitjacket which was lying on the floor and examined it. 


"lim not putting this back on," he said letting it fall on the bed and looking at Chris who had cleaned up and was 


dressed again too. 
"Want a t-shirt? Here you go," the singer said. 


Stone caught the t-shirt that Chris had thrown in his direction. It was a bit odd to wear something from him 
for the rest of the evening but it surely was better than putting on that stupid thing again. Also by now, 
most people would be too drunk to care or probably notice he was wearing something else or one of Chris‘ t- 


shirts, so he didn't really mind. 


"You don't want to take it back home for next time?," Chris asked as he picked up the straitjacket. 


"What next time?," Stone sneered. 


Chris took a few steps to come closer. He stopped right in front of Stone and affectionately ran one of his 


hands into the guitarists hair to comb it back in place. 

"The next costume party. New Year's Eve is not that far away," Chris said. 

Stone moved away. As he headed for the door, he looked above his shoulder. 

"Dream on, Chris," the guitarist replied before walking out and closing the door behind him. 

Once he was out of Chris' bedroom, Stone leaned against the hallway wall. He took a few seconds to stop there 


and breathe before going back downstairs and mingle with the party people. He was also trying to wipe out the 


smile he felt creeping onto his face. 


